42    THE CYCLE OF SPRING
SONG OF THE BLOSSOMING CHAMPAK
My shadow dances in your waves,
everflowing river,
I, the blossoming champak, stand un-
moved on the bank,
with my flower-vigils.
My movement dwells in the stillness of
my depth,
In the  delicious birth  of new
leaves,
In flood of flowers,
In unseen urge of new life to-
wards the light.
Its stirring thrills the sky, and the
silence of the dawn is moved.
Morning
[The rear stage is now darkened. On
the main stage, bright, enter a band
of youths whose number may be
anything between three and thirty.
They sing.]